


%AR JOURNAL,

CON'T.

MAGICAL
NONSENSE ALWAYS
GOES BAD.

THIS ISN'T
GOOD.

I WANTED
TO HELP SOME
CREATURES

FROM SOME
OTHER WORLPD.

PUNISHER?

DOCTOR
MYSTERY?

YOu 6uys
STILL THERE?
I NEED SOME
HELP.

BUT THEY TURNED MY
CITY INTO A WAR ZONE.
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I GUESS THERE'S A
LESSON HERE ABOUT
GOOD INTENTIONS...
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DOWN, YOou
DIoT!
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..AND WHAT
THEY PAVE.
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AW, I
KNEW 1 couLd
COUNT ON--

B
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PUNISHER?

WHERE'S

MONSTER...

TO ME,
MY MELLIFEROUS
BLASPHEMY.

I DIDNT
WANT TO KILL
EVERYONE!

OH, IF ONLY T
HAD TIME TO EXPLAIN
IRONY.

YOU WANTED
POWER, LUCRETIA.
THIS IS POWER
ITSELF.

NOT
EVERYONE.
ONLY THE

HEATHENS AND
FOREIGNERS,
MY DEAR.




I NEVER LIKE
GETTING BLOWN
UP, BUT ON A
NORMAL DAY,

I GET IT.

I'VE BEEN AT
THIS A WHILE. IF
SOMEBODY GETS
A GOOD SHOT

ON ME, OR I
STUMBLE INTO A
TRAP--THAT'S
ON ME.

YOU'RE NOT
GOING TO GET
AT ME UNLESS

I SCREW UP.

VICTORY
THROUGH AIR POWER,
MY ASS.

BUT WHEN MAGIC AND
PORTALS AND PEMONS
GET INVOLVED...

...YOU NEVER
KNOW WHAT'S
GOING TO
EXPLODE IN
YOUR FACE.

You
BETTER
NOT BE DEAD,
STRANGE.



